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one on the Committee hated everyone else, Mrs,
Braund and Mrs, Carris frightened him. They were
so large and so self-assured. How was he ever to
do his duty successfully in this town? He formed in
his mind his favourite picture of a quiet country
parish where no one alarmed him, where he would
have silence and peace so that he might think about
God and feel God near to him.

Lovely weather! As he walked down Orange
Street beauty closed him in. The sky was softly
blue and patterned with rosy cloud* Everyone
moved gently. The street was as it might have been
fifty years ago. No motor-cars. The Georgian
houses, each with its neat stone steps and shining
knocker, let the evening light fall quietly on the
grey stone. The air was sharp, fresh, sparkling. At
the bottom of the street, where the river flows under
a bridge, a barge, painted a brilliant red, moved
slowly seawards* The water, in grey shadow and
then suddenly sparkling with the evening glow,,
stirred gently as though a kind hand stroked It

Standing on the bridge, he saw the Cathedra!
towers rise above the roofs in black silhouette,
Birds flew, more peaceful than the sky that they
traversed.

* Good evening, Mr, Bird/ a voice said.

He turned and saw the sculptor Lampiron at his
side. He was greatly pleased He had met the
sculptor on one or two occasions of late and he felt
that they were already friends* He was not afraid of
Lampiron in spite of his gruff voice, his independent
opinions, and the name that he had for carving
monstrosities*

* Taking a walk?*